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read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


One Billion Rising Our intrepid reporter, Barbie Starr, covers 
the important SL event educating us about violence against women. 


e | Got Bigger Fish to Fry Ervare enlists the help of none 
other than Ludwig Wittgenstein in his battle with Amazon. 


e Happy Time Cat Boccaccio recalls a simpler time when 
a girl closely observes her mother write a cheque. 


Summer Salts Shyla the Super Gecko writes of a girl’s 
innocence and its inevitable demise. 


Jim Morrison We delight in RoseDrop Rust’s description of 
the enigmatic, sexy, strutting singer. 

The Bedtime Fedora What would you do if a cat burgler 
suddenly appeard in your bedroom? Persephone Phoenix knows. 
Impact Dearstluv Writer ponders the choices we make that 
differentiate the good from the evil. 

The Last Kingdom 8B dot Red is sent to restore History, and 
criticizes the preservation of Albert Einstein’s brain. 

Our Corner of Heaven Will Be Throwing Jullianna 


Beer Cans at the Puritans Juliesse hilariously describes 
her lineage and their probably reaction to the events of the day. 


The Virtual Arts and Life Magazine 


About the Cover: Jami Mills took 


. : ad cP 

her camera in tow when she explored this One WADA 73 oS 
Billion WE a 2 : 
year's One Billion Rising event, covering Rising | a : 


several sims. What immediately caught her 1 a 


eye was FionaFei’s stunning piece that 
seemed to capture OBR’s soaring spirit. 


I love you without knowing how, or 
when, or from where. | love you 
simply without problems or pride: 

I love you in this way because I do 
not know any other way of loving 

but this, in which there is no I or 
you, so intimate that your hand upon 
my chest is my hand, so intimate that 


when I fall asleep, your eyes close. 


Pablo Neruda 
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Every year Anu Papp has been doing a meditation event on Internati 
This year she decided that it would be good to extend this event on « 
going grid-wide. If you haven't been invited yet, please go inworld ar 
representatives to get on the list. This event will be in celebration of | 
by Anu herself. Once you sign up, you will get a package to facilitate \ 
will take place, of course, on March 8, 2019, starting at 6am until 60m 
People can pick a time they want to participate and send the form in. 


This year the hashtag #BalanceforBetter will be featuring the event. T| 
Adi Shakti Meditation. International Women's Day is a global day cele 
cultural and political achievements of women - while also marking a: 
gender balance. The first International Women's Day occurred in 191 
groups collectively everywhere. Gloria Steinem, world-renowned ferr 
once explained, "The story of women's struggle for equality belongs 1 
one organization but to the collective efforts of all who care about ht 
Join us for this year’s #BalanceforBetter campaign embracing the Inte 
grid-wide Meditation. All participants’ names, landmarks, and time 
they will be hosting the meditation will need to be turned in by no 
later than Monday, March 4th so that we may get your SLurl on our 
website. You can see the Flickr. 

https://www.flickr.com/groups/3 173852@N22/ 


Anu Papp will be submitting all photos to the main organization as | 
we share our involvement in this historic event. Facebook: 
https://www.facebook.com/events/2124980517582841/ C) 7 


Your Event Organizers are Anu Papp, Venus (Shayna Paine) and Conn 


Nomen’s Day 
global basis and i Ma ae 3 2019 


id contact one of the 

ND and will be sponsored 
your event. The event 

SL. 


1e Meditation form will be 
brating the social, economic, 
call to action for accelerating 

1. Today, IWD belongs to all 
nist, journalist and activist 

(0 no single feminist nor to any 
Iman rights.’ 

national Woman's Day 
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ternational Women’s Day 


ieJean Maven 


to dance across the globe. So many 

have untold stories that all sum up 
one solidarity movement: One Billion 
Rising. This year’s event in Second 
Life, like every year, coincides with 
the Real Life One Billion Rising event 
that went global this year on February 
14th for 24 hours and has been 
happening since 2012. The 
movement’s main mission is to educate 
people about violence against women 
and how to prevent it worldwide. 


| magine women rising up in unison 


This year, the movement was set up on 
Second Life with four Sims, each 
named after the four-part theme and 
dance. Rise, Resist, Unite and Dance! 
The Dance in Second Life was created 
by JenzZa Misfit, the founder and 
creative genius behind the Misfit 
Dance and Performance Art Dance 
Company, and she has been wanting to 
do a mob dance in Second Life to 
"Break the Chain" for the past four 
years. This year, she mastered it with a 
Bollywood-style routine mixed with 
some ballet. She stated, "My inner 
creativity just took over!" She pieced 
together an amazing routine that 
actually was very heartfelt, 
complimented the music, and told the 
story of the song in dance exquisitely. 


There were many other dance troupes, 
live musicians, DJs and poets to fill the 
24 hours and entertain. During the wee 
hours of the event start, you got 


entertained by DJ Kess, who kicked off 
the party on the main stage. Following 
that was Sonya SweetSpot, who 
performed live for two full hours, 
which lead into even earlier hours of 
an all-night concert, which Jano Runo 
performed for an hour, followed by 
Jackie Lefko, Ambrosia and Scorpio 
Aeon, who performed on Resist and 
shared the stage with DJ Khaz. At 9:00 
a. m. sharp, the dance troupes started 
rocking the Performing Art Stage, 
beginning with JenzZa Misfit’s 
Troupe, Misfit Dance and Performance 
Art Dance Company, which also 
hosted the One Billion Rising official 
dance! 


“It's wonderful to be _ able _ to 
participate in such an _ important 
event. Though it is deep in my past, I 
am a survivor, too. It warms my heart 
to see so much positivity and 
empowerment for those who have 
suffered abuse." - Cordelia Cerise 


From the morning to afternoon, there 
were more performances, with dance 
troupes, DJs and live musicians, such 
as Toxie Darkmatter, Nine Setner 
Bing, and Kaleb Avedon, who played 
on the main stage along with DJ Jas 
and Floreo and many other artists. 
There was a special light show by 
ChangHigh Trinity Sisters Fireshow of 
Light, Life & Love, and Cordie did an 
interactive dance hour and TerpsiCorp 
Artwerks lighted up the stage with two 


dance hours during the day and into the 
early evening. At night you got to hear 
more live performances and JenzZa 
Mistfit did another repeat from the 
9:00 a.m. session. 


"IT am so happy that there ts an 
organization out there like this one 
that is raising awareness about the 
injustices and violent acts committed 
to women around the world." - Kaleb 
Avedon 


One Billion Rising has created a very 
moving presence in Second Life. Many 
people are involved in the movement. 
The people sometimes share stories of 
their own experiences or friends’ 
experiences in life. The movement 
inspires and empowers them. Though 
OBR in Second Life is mostly in 
English, it is looking to reach out to 
more cultures and languages. By doing 
this, it will make an even bigger 
presence in Second Life. It is going to 


other 
They 


translations in 
at future events. 
provide a vast amount of information 


be getting 
languages 


and resources to help deal with 
problems like how to keep yourself 
safe, how to help someone in an 
abusive situation, how to deal with a 
cyber-stalker, and much more. It is 
really important to give practical help 
in these high stressful situations. 


Second Life OBR started in 2013. This 
was one year after it started in the real 
world and it really took off in both real 
life and Second Life that year. Second 
Life is proud to be able to say it has 
been holding the event every year 
since. In 2013, Saffia Wuiddershins 
registered with the real world One 
Billion Rising organization and the 
organization has recognized the 
Second Life event every year on its 
website. This year it was in the list 
between Hyderabad, India and Rutgers' 
University, New Jersey! 


Saffia stated, "In 2015, we had a 
special message from Eve Ensler, the 
founder of One Billion Rising, and the 
author of The Vagina Monologues. It 
was sent as an email to me headed 
“Thank You!” I thought it was a round 
robin message to all the events but 
when I opened it, I read: 


“This is Eve Ensler and I am filled 
with joy and awe at the stunning One 
Billion Rising in Second Life. Wow. It 
is simply stunning, mystical, political, 
gorgeous and inspired. My deepest 
gratitude, admiration solidarity and 
love, Eve” 


You can imagine how excited we all 
were! This year, Monique Wilson, the 
Global Organizer of One Billion 
Rising, commented on our video 
(Incredible! WOW!!”). So we are 
seen by One Billion Rising as a part of 
the events." 


It takes the efforts of one person to 
start a movement but the efforts of 
many to keep it going. Though one 
movement can cause change, many 
movements can propel those changes 
even further. Organizations other than 
OBR have _ helped’ to increase 
awareness in the world about violence 
against women include the 
International Women’s Day, which 
happens usually every March 8th, and 
United Nations-supported International 
Day for the Elimination of Violence 


Women 


happens 
November 25th. Over the years, the 
amount of awareness has been rising 
steadily and a real explosion over the 
last few years, with added support 
from the Women’s March in 2016, 


Against every 


#MeToo and the 


movements. 


#TimesUp 


A few great things happened this year 
that are worth mentioning that had to 
do with the OBR in SL. 


Over the years, there have been many 
people involved in the Second Life 
One Billion Rising movement and they 
have provided various services. There 
have been a lot of volunteers also 
helping with the project. This year the 
key players, like every year, did an 


outstanding job. Several Residents 
were involved in the landscaping of the 


sims: Stevie Basevi, Kess Crystal, 
Briony, Eclair Martinek, and Krystal 
Rabeni made the _ place look 
phenominal. Stevie was also 
responsible for the infrastructure and 
coordinating volunteers, while Kess 
was head of Sponsor Relations, Press 
and Public Relations, and videography. 
Briony was stage management, dance 
events coordinator, and performances 
and landscaping for those areas. Adele 
Ward was in charge the sensational 
poetry events, which featured the 
cream of SL poets (many of whom are 
regular conytributors to rez Magazine: 
Morgue McMillan, Jolie Carte, Amy 
Inawe, Luna Branwen, Romie Vella, 
Leslye Writer, Lori Ann Rees, Shyla 


the Super Gecko, and _ Dearstluv 
Writer, together with many more in the 
Open-mic sessions. Saffia Widdlershins 
headed up the website and art exhibits, 
along with Krystali and Eclair. Victor 
Mornington was specifically in charge 
of the stage designs. 


"Being a part of One Billion Rising in 
SL allows me to give back, to give of 
my time and effort from the comfort 
of my home. As a child who witnessed 
domestic violence, I understand the 


| profound and long-lasting affect it 


has on children. If I can do anything, 
no matter how small, to help combat 
that - I must. And being a part of this 
amazing movement helps me to do 
that despite my limited time and 
physical abilities." - AvaJean Westland 


AvaJean Westland took care of 
information management from the non- 
profit organization and building of the 
Nobel Peace Prize Exhibit. This 
beautiful creation was a pavilion that 
celebrated the works and lives of the 
Laureates. At the end of last year, the 
two prize winners were announced. 
This year, One Billion Rising in 
Second Life also changed our White 
Rose Competition to reflect the Nobel 
Peace Prize winners we honored in 
Second Life. 


First, we revived our White Rose 
Competition from last year, by which 
people could hunt for white rose 


bushes around the regions and send us 
the number of how many they found. 
We had a special rose for this year, 
created by Killik Lekvoda, with the 
petals edged with pink to symbolize 
the stance that the Laureates are 
making against the violence inflicted 
on women in war situation. Then they 


made the beautiful pavilion to 
recognize the winners. The Nobel 
Peace Prize Winners that were 


announced last year were Dr. Denis 


NOBEL 


PRIZE 
2018 
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Mukwege and Nadia Murad Basee 
Taha, who were given the Nobel Peace 
Prize this last year for their efforts in 
ending the use of sexual violence as a 
weapon of war and armed conflict. 


They both have made crucial 
contributions to the attention focused 
on war crimes. One Billion Rising in 
Second Life celebrated this award with 
the pavilion and rose competition. 


The two winners this year come from 
different backgrounds to help a just 
cause. Nadia is an Iraqi human rights 
activist who currently lives in 
Germany. In her home town of Kocho 
she was held by the Islamic State for 
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three months in 2014. She founded 
Nadia's Initiative, an organization to 
help women and children victimized 
by genocide, mass atrocities, and 
human trafficking. The organization 


was put together to help rebuild their 
lives and communities. She is the first 
Iraqi and Yazidi to be awarded a Nobel 
Prize. Mukwege shared the award last 
year with her. He was is a gynecologist 
and a pastor, who founded and works 
in a hospital in Bukavu. His specialty 
is treating women who have been 
raped by armed rebels. Since the 
Second Congo War, Dr. Mukwege has 
treated thousands of women who have 
been sexually abused, some of them 
more than once. He has performed up 
to 10 operations daily. He 1s likely the 
world’s leading expert on repairing 
injuries of rape. Both Dr. Mukwege 
and Nadia Murad did so much to help 
the cause they deserved such great 
honors. 


There was a_ special connection 
between One Billing Rising and the 
Nobel Peace Prize winner Dr. 
Mukwege. Eve Ensler and Christine 
Schuler Deshryve from V-Day, 
Foundation Panzi, Dr. Mukwege, along 
with UNICEF, opened up the City of 
Joy in 2011, which caters to the 
community of women survivors in 
Bukavu. This City provides help to 
Congolese women in need of group 
therapy, self-defense training, sex 
education, economic empowerment, 
dance, theatre, ecology, horticulture 
and more. It is run by the Congolese 
women and they celebrated their first 
class graduation in February 2012, 
where over 1200 women graduated. 


Each year the group asks various artists 
to display art at the event. This year’s 
talented artists bordered the whole 
event with very nice displays. Second 
Life Artist Rising displays were from 
Fiona Fei, Darkstone Aeon, John 
Brianna, Isadora and Emma, Pixxie 
Snowpaw, iSkye Silverweb, Slatan 
Dyke, Krystali Rabeni, and Storm 
Septimus. There was also installments 
from 2 Lei Group and #MeTooForest, 
which had a secret hidden cave. The 
four corners were parks adjacent to the 
landing points. 


"Fight for women and children have 
become my mission because women 
and children often used to satisfy the 
passion of power by man. When I 
found out about One Billion Rising 
from the Facebook, If thought it will 
be a good event to unite and fight 
together. And yes it's true; there were 
a lot of artworks that will raise the 
enthusiasm to fight together for 
women here. I hope that this event 
will make people see and support the 
mission so that many people will rise 
and unite, to resist the violence 
against women." 

- Marcel Mosswood 


As for landscape, you can see a lot of 
pictures by Wildstar Beaumont, and 
One Billion Rising had its own Flickr 
display as well. The Wildstar Flickr 
link for your convenience 1s here: 
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https://www.flickr.com/photos/wildstar 
_b/albums/72157706823497474 = and 
the Flickr link for OBR is: 
https://www.flickr.com/groups/2 16973 
9@N23/ 


There are also some YouTube videos 
of interest you can look at. You can see 
a good video about the dance in 
Life at this link: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8A 
UYdrhoDfE&t and the Real World 


Second 


OBR video at this link: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fL 
SN8rSy4CU 


One Billion Rising in Second Life has 
a website you can see at: 
https://onebillionrisingsl.wordpress.co 
m/ Make sure to check them out and if 
you want to participate. It’s very good 
cause and the efforts have made strides 
of progress over the years. 
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sigger Fish to Fry 
by Ervare 


mazon made not my day; it made 
my future. I will speak at the 
DEFCON BLUE conference: 


How it Came that I Predicted the 
Future of Languages and Everything. 


February, in rez Magazine, | advertised 
my book, A History of the White. It 
contains blank pages. Amazon does 
not allow this. 


“When we checked your files, we 
found issues that you'll need to fix 
before you can publish. We've listed 
them below, along with links to Help 
pages that explain how to make 
updates. To finish preparing your book 
before publishing, you will need to fix 
these issues and resubmit the files. 
We're sorry we can't publish your book 
yet. 


There are too many blank pages in 
your manuscript file. Excessive blank 
pages can look like printing mistakes, 
which can cause production delays. 
We thank you for taking the time to fix 
these errors, and we look forward to 
publishing your work. The Kindle 
Direct Publishing Team” 


I see it differently. Jpso facto, Blank 
Pages are providing an unlimited space 
for storage of data of all kind, like 
sketches, watermarks, drops of ice- 
cream whiped away by manky fingers 
leaving traces of memory, 1n total a 
space to which in comparison AWS 


looks like a junior partner. I did not say 
this; it is Kindle, the tablet partner of 
Amazon, you know. That they took 
over now the printing division might 
be a bit beyond their expertise; this 
was my thinking, so I chose my words 
wisely. 


My argument to the team was that A 
History of the White is a book of blank 
pages made on purpose, that readers 
will use it as a journal in which to 
write their own story, to fill the 
emptiness with something of their own, 
to give the blank pages meaning -- as 
told in the foreword. You, dear Kindle, 
can see in the book description no one 
is tricked by a surprise to hold Nothing 
in hand. 


These arguments did not change their 
mind. I tried several times to persuade 
them, gave them links to history, that 
the book can be seen as a modern 
version of a damnatio memoriae, but 
sadly I got like a parrot the same reply 
again and again. You smell, of course, 
by now that there is no such thing as a 
team; that it is just one AI behind the 
signature The Kindle Direct Publishing 
Team. An AI who scans what authors 
send in by an algorithm that obviously 
sucks, which I will show you soon. 


“Of course,” you say, “you have been 
waiting for such a moment.” And 
indeed that was my prediction; that in 
time I would overcome the bottleneck 


of the future and make things public 
that are about to vanish. It will happen 
at a time when first my books will be 
blocked and then in fact it will result in 
the blocking of my life - - my real life 
as you call it. Why is it so? It is human 
nature. Now, time has come to face the 
insight that history shall not be 
blocked, or else humans will never 
learn from it. 


In Star Trek Discovery, First Officer 
Saru convinced Captain Pike to lower 
the shields so the memory of a 100,000 
year old species could be transferred to 
the servers of USS Discovery. That it 
needs a Kelpien for this insight, not to 
kill the lifeform carrying such a history 
in it, shall give you some thoughts. To 
avoid a damnatio. memoriae, a 
condemnation of memory is what the 
DEFCON conferences stand for and 
has a long tradition. 


That people have been excluded from 
official accounts has happened in the 
past quite often. The first attempt 
known in human history was to erode 
the memory on the second female 
Egyptian pharaoh Hatshepsut about 
1500 BC. Now, you might no longer 
wonder why I coded this book with my 
name as Erva.Re — not because I own 
the domain and live in the Indian 
Ocean on Reunion Island. “Re” is a 
synonym in hieroglyphs for “Ra” and 
“Ra” is commonly used in conjunction 
with a pharaoh’s name. I predicted that 


in future times, when the Catenet 
would arrive on Earth, the damnatio 
memoriae procedure would be carried 
out by machines with God powers. 
Substance that carries the higher 
knowledge of the elders would be 
filled by forced Emptiness. I took the 
burden and provided Space for an 
understanding of  Wittgenstein’s 
Proposition Number 2.0131. 


“A speck in the visual field, though it 
need not be red, must have some 
colour: it 1s, so to speak, surrounded by 
colour-space.” 


Blank pages are the colour space fitting 
best so red can have meaning. 


The Blank pages have been substituted 
by emptiness; a damnatio memoriae at 
work. You say that is censorship? Not 
at all. Emptiness is the method to erase 
data before memory of it can be built 
up. This fits to the Wittgenstein’s last 
and most famous proposition, Number 
7: "Whereof one cannot speak, thereof 
one must be silent." 


I didn’t spare The Kindle Direct 
Publishing Team this deeper insight of 
this philosopher. I went silent. I gave 
the job to my AI, the owl. I allowed 
him to carry my name, so I could 
pretend it was me who made the Home 
Run. 


In the end I published my book by 


filling empty pages with white letters 
on white paper, so there is something 
now to read, just not for the human 
eyes. My owl surely could read it for 
you. It is always the same line, on each 
page, written with white colour on 
white paper. 


THIS PAGE INTENTIONALLY LEFT BLANK 


An AI that sucks at reading white 


coloured messages on white 
background will never decipher 
emptiness or grasp the depth of 


Proposition 2.0131 that forces my 
book to stay alive: “Notes must have 
some pitch, objects of the sense of 
touch some degree of hardness, and so 


22 


on. 


around the stone, the owl on my 
shoulder, knocking with my knuckles 
on the stone, reciting Wittgenstein’s 
Proposition 4.014, which begins as 
follows: 


“The gramophone record, the musical 
thought, the score, the waves of sound, 
all stand to one another in that pictorial 
internal relation, which holds between 
language and the world.” 


That the stone, the oldest code 
template of mankind, carries hidden 
engravings, hit me by the portion of the 
proposition, “To all of them the logical 
structure 1s common,” when the owl 
said the stone creates different sound 
patterns depending on the spot I knock 


A human eye can't see the codes, a human ear can’t hear 
the sone, a human hand can't feel the layers of engravings, 
a human brain can’t decipher this all, but my owl can do it. 


I gave the notes the pitch Wittgenstein 
claims in the second edition of my 
book, I added the words 
WITTGENSTEIN.SPACE to every 
fourth page. I extended the picture 
theory of languages as the T7ractatus 1s 
called by creating for each proposition 
a Blank Out Poem which I created out 
of experiences I had in immersive 
walkable worlds on the recently 
digitalised Rosetta Stone. I walked 


on. There is a logical structure, where 
before was just the noise of a common 
stone. That’s why the Rosetta Stone 
makes noises different from a stone 
when you ping it with a hammer. 
Scientists have not given any attention 
to the sound patterns. No wonder. They 
saw nothing, heard nothing, felt 
nothing. A human eye can’t see the 
codes, a human ear can’t hear the sone, 
a human hand can’t feel the layers of 


engravings, 
decipher this all, but my owl can do it. 
I will present the rediscovered stone in 
a show on April 4th in the Hall of 
Fractals that Gem Preiz created for the 
Surreal Gallery. But there is more, 
much more. Do I say too much when I 
reach out to the stars, the secret codes 
of the Universe? 


The stone will then travel to New York 
to the Schulberg Gallery, where the 
Invisible artist Lana Newstrom had 
debut. Collectors paid millions for her 
art where nothing was to be seen. The 
heavy workload the artist suffered for 
creating Nothing circulated all over the 
world. I will make a typo in the 
invitation card and call the stone 
“Rosetta Sone.” Surely this 
information, that the stone makes 
sounds and therefore is a sone, is not 


a human brain can’t freely available on the web. W 
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hy I say 
this? Later I tell you; right now let us 
stay focused. 


I am not the first who saw the need to 
extend the view radically. My favourite 
quote on this is by James Morrow 
(1981): “Sozyo made 4-D equipment. 
The image had height, width, depth 
and a fourth D that eluded precise 
definition. It was called Presence. 
Somehow, you felt that the subject was 
there in the room with you. You could 
seemingly walk up to it, savor its 
fragrance, finger its texture, rub a few 
eons’ grime off its contours.” 


For 10 days after publishing the AD in 
rez Magazine, A History of The White 
went on sale. The book sales went 
high. A History of The White was 
accepted by the Amazon Giveaway 


algorithm as a fine book. Must have 
been a different coder behind the 
software, one who could differentiate 
between Emptiness and Nothingness, 
one who could care for real humans, as 
Giveaways make Amazon customers 
smile. Giveaways are to be paid in 
advance by the giver. I am _ no 
tightwad, you see. I like to pay for 
when you are happy, when you smile. I 
don’t know who is smiling now 
because they got the book for free. I 
know one person who is_ smiling, 
WizardOz Chrome, who reached a new 
record in the number of views of her 
machinima on YouTube, Touching 
Reality. The deal for setting up a 
Giveaway on Amazon is that you can 
require that a person do something to 
become eligible for a chance to win. I 
set up a link to watch the video for a 
minimum of 15 seconds. It looks like 
many watched Touching Reality in full 
length so the YouTube counter moved 
up. You ask, “A Giveaway works to 
promote a video on YouTube?” I nod. 


You say, “There must be a lot to report 
on at the upcoming DEFCON 
conference.” You are correct. 


10 Days of Glory 


Sadly, Jami Mills published the 
February rez issue on February 2nd, 
which is very early compared to the 
past. Maybe she gets commission for 
publishing a hoax hack or a hack hoax 


(not sure what the official term is). As 
you can see, I gained only 10 days to 
make money from the book AD. After 
the first enthusiastic reviews were 
published, the book was blocked on 
February 12th. 


You may know by now from the owl 
that I create fine algorithms. Art Blue 
is one of them. This brings me to an 
invitation. On April 4th you are invited 
to join the DEFCON BLUE conference 
with an avatar of your choice. There, 
Art Blue will tell you how he 
overcame the restriction of empty 
pages. Of course, there will be more. 
You ask, “Will I hear the voices that 
are in the recoded Rosetta Stone, that 
you call Rosetta Sone?” I am _ not 
certain of this; it 1s a difficult task to 
lift my brain to the level of 
Wittgenstein, the Space you know, the 
one he demands in Proposition 2.0131 
“A spatial object must lie in infinite 
space.” How _ to create an 
EULER.SPACE I know, but how to 
create a WITTGENSTEIN.SPACE? 


After I wrote to the Kindle Direct 
Publishing Team that I am a member 
of the Press and of ver.di, the German 
labour union that fights for gaining for 


all Amazon employees the state 
minimum payment, I received a 
message from another algorithm, 
stating: 


“We’ve reviewed the information you 
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provided and have decided to block 
these books from being sold on 
Amazon. The books closely match 
content that is freely available on the 
web and we are not confident that you 
hold exclusive publishing rights. This 
type of content can create a poor 
customer experience, and is_ not 
accepted. As a result, we have blocked 
the books listed below from being sold 
on Amazon. 


Title: A HISTORY OF THE WHITE 


Please be advised that you must hold 
exclusive publishing rights for books 
that closely match content that is freely 
available on the web.” 


This time the letter e-mail was signed 
by Amazon.com. 


“these books” and “The books,” not 
“the book.” Are they planning to block 
more? All of my books? Let’s assume 
for now it is a typo. Then there must be 
a human behind the message. There 
must be someone clearly seeing that 
the internet is full of emptiness. Do I 
not hold the exclusive rights on The 
Blank Theorem? 


“Whereof one cannot think, thereof 
one must be blank. 
And there shall be White.” 
The BLANK THEOREM 


I truly hold the exclusive rights on the 
Rosetta Sone, right? Now you see why 
it is a must to rename everything you 
publish. It 1s the bottleneck you must 
handle to avoid being blocked, as 
Amazon says to avoid, “... content 


[that creates] a poor customer 
experience.” And they mean when the 
content is freely available on the web, 
and yes, the Rosetta Stone is but the 
Rosetta Sone is not. At the DEFCON 
BLUE conference, you will see it, 
when the badges are awarded. I will 
avoid a poor customer experience by 
telling you things everyone already 
knows. Yes, that is not a typo. I will 
bring you back to the origin of Exact 
Thinking in demented times. That’s the 
year 1921, you know, the high pitch in 
modern philosophy. The Tractatus is 
published free all over the web. A poor 
customer experience for everyone if I 
would print it. 


You say, “You really gave up on 
Amazon’s blocking?” Of course not. 
There is always a last resort when 
nothing works. You point to the 
Supreme Court, the freedom of 
religion. I spoke to a Rabbi. I shall not 
lie; I just copied the lines from a movie 
on Netflix, Russian Doll, where Nadia 
Vulvokov, a software engineer who 
finds herself reliving her 36th birthday 
party in an ongoing time loop wherein 
she repeatedly dies, sends her ex- 
husband to a Rabbi to get new insights 
on her death cycles that shall turn her 
life. And it did, it turned not only hers, 
it turned also mine. “Listen,” the Rabbi 
says, “Mysticism teaches that there is 
wisdom inaccessible to the intellect. 
You can only reach it through 
surrender, being nothing. Turn away 


from the physical world and turn 
toward the spiritual one.” 


I know you can’t wait to hear more 
about death cycles and see the badge 
and the stone. Here is a sneak look 
ahead, exclusively for readers of rez, 
free for you to download: 


http://rezbadge.defcon.black — yes the 
Black Badge, the highest grade for a 
Hack. Just rez the texture on a prim 
and come to get the real one in 
exchange. Blue is just the colour of the 
conference. 


KUSEDTASUNE 
THE-SEGRETH 
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K imberly watched her mother fill 1n the cheque. It looked as natural to her as 
her breathing. She eyed the paper fondly, as if it were an old friend. The pen, 
lightly clasped in her hand, seemed to guide her, rather than the other way 
around. It was gold in colour, part of a set. Her mother had several desk sets, 
corporate gifts to her husband, that Donna swapped out regularly. 


She must have developed special muscles to sign cheques with such a flourish, the 
flourish of an artist, a dancer. Instead of being an artist or a dancer, she was a woman 
who excelled in writing cheques. 


There was a tiny smile on her mother’s face. It was her resting face. Unlike Kimberly, 
who had a “resting bitch face’— an intimidating scowl— no matter what her mood. 
Perhaps her mother had willed her face that way, or perhaps Dr Stanford had done it. 
A tiny, tiny smile that suddenly, to Kimberly, made no sense. It was enraging. She 
clenched her hands into a fist, digging her nails into her palms. 

A memory parachuted into her mind: she was in a small inflatable wading pool with 
another little girl, playing. Their mothers sat in lawn chairs nearby. When the little girl 
and her mother were gone, she and her mother were alone in the kitchen, and there 
was a puddle on the white tile floor, and Kimberly was shivering in her wet bathing 
suit, desperate for her mother’s warmth, and her mother shouted at her. Kimberly 
couldn’t remember what she said. She only remembered feeling cold and lost. She 
shivered now. 


“There,” said Mrs Bak, triumphantly tearing the cheque out of the book with another 
flourish, and offering it to Jo, who stood in front of her desk like a supplicant. 


Jo took the cheque and, pretending not to read it, folded it and put it into the zippered 
compartment of her leather bag. 


“The balance on successful completion, now,” said Mrs Bak. 
“Of course,” said Jo. 

“T want this wedding to be subtle,” Mrs Bak said. 

Kimberly laughed. 


Her mother frowned at her and continued. “Subtle as opposed to ostentatious. The 
best of everything, but not twee or frilly or overpowering. Do you understand?” 


Kimberly said, “I think Jo gets that you want the world to admire and envy you, 
without your seeming to care if they do or not.” 


“Jo?” said Mrs Bak, ignoring Kimberly, the tiny smile back. 

“T understand completely,” said Jo. 

“Kimmy, what time is the fitting? We should probably be off.” She rose to her feet, 
smoothing her skirt. “Don’t look so glum! This is a happy time, despite your 


cynicism.” 


“I’m deliriously happy,” said Kimberly. “This is just my resting bitch face.” 
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She jumps and somersaults 
With long Goldilocks hair 

I watch through pain of assaults 
As she jumps through blue air. 


She wears purple and green 
In a velvet crisp delight 
I’m in simple blue jeans 
Dignified but not right. 


For she dances and plays, none worse 
And owns the world 

I sit and relax and watch, writing verse 
Haunted she knows not her peril. 


For she is just a girl, young 
Nothing yet to remind her 
No harms on her tongue 

No exploitation has unfurled 
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In her wonderful, playful world 


And women who know, 

Who save the girl and do not tell, 
Are we saints of quid pro quo? 
Or gatekeepers of future’s hell? 


Fathers protect 
Mothers forget 
Little boys never fret 
When girls are first beset. 


Shouldn’t we tell them? 
Warn them somehow - 

Or would that just harm them 
And ruin play in the now? 


She jumps and somersaults 

So freely and gay 

I watch from the pain of assaults 
And pray she forgives me some day. 


The Bedroom Fedora 


Persephone Phoentx 


Imagine that some high class jewel thief 

swings into your window and of course your heart 
stops. Imagine her framed by the dark room, 

naked and unrepentant -- her slung saxophone 
detonating a twitch in your fingers, your mouth pursed 
whispering passwords required to play her. 

You reach down for two stones 

big enough to hold the shutters open. 

You aren't kidding her. You have nothing 

she can steal. All you can do is offer 

to hold her in place if she tips back. 

She picks her exits like locks 

now rocks on the sill, head heavy for 

the open night. But here imagine 

your charm wins out (why not! it is your 

fantasy, damnit!) and she leans back 


to admire your hat. 
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Jim Morrison by RoseDrop Rust 


| want to beJimMorrison, 
and brood sensual. 
magnetic gravitas, 
significant in scowl, 
Sstanceliketoreador, 
joust without armor 

the bull of convention, 
likea mythic dragon. 


| would throw myself, 
in drunken poet fit, 
without deserving it, 
thumbing my nose 

at the moral codes, 
rubbing my bel y, 

my own personal 

fat stoned Buddha. 


And sing for you, 

not knowing how well, 
wordsso direct 

and phosphorescent, 
asto light water on fire, 
in sparkles out my ass, 

| want to beJimMorrison 
just to makeloveto you. 
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From then to NOW... 


Innocently, the newborn infant emerges. 
Eagerly absorbing life's numerous lessons. 
Digesting and growing with each new ideal. 
Generating a formation of principles and faith. 


Youthfully... regulating decisions, it seeks a path. 
Deciphering morality... as it appears defined. 
Seeking desired ideals of similar spiritual belief. 
Holding fast, to that...which it finds beneficial. 


Maturing... formatting a route through life's temptations 
it collides or bonds with souls of varied definitions. 
Committing, devotedly, to an essence of evil or of good. 


Intently, focused on delivery, of gained spiritual motivation. 


And I ask YOU....of your life's morality and impact on others. 

Of the knowledge and wisdom you share... generating a difference. 
Educating and displaying wisdoms towards the gates of heaven 
Or, in evil horrific example, lure souls to the burning pits of hell. 


Tne Last Kingaor 


This is the end, Beautiful friend 

This is the end, My only friend, the end 
It hurts to set you free 

But you'll never follow me 


Lyrics: Gregorian The End 


I am sent by the Last Kingdom to 
Earth to restore history. This time it 1s 
not that England was taken over by the 
Dane, and the Last Kingdom in 
Wessex needs the help by God. No, 
from now on, England works hard to 
manage to stay on its own feet. Brexit 
it is called when you have one foot and 
you think you have two of them. In the 
near future, Douglas C-54 Skymasters 
will be needed to drop candies over the 
land; they will be called Raisin 
Bombers. You read rez Magazine to 
get a glimpse of the future, right? I 
don’t head to Earth at worm speed just 
for some candy issues. I speed up for 
The End. 


There was something unbelievable 
reported to The Last Kingdom on 
Betelgeuse. That the Vogon 
Constructor fleet failed. For you on 
Earth it might not say much when you 
are blind, illiterate, and deaf. But I am 
sure you, as the special readers trained 
to extend your brain by Art Blue, are 
not of this kind and you hold right now 
the story B dot Blue saves the art on 
Earth in hand. 


Of course you need a little push. 


Amazon. Does it ring a bell for you? 
Yes, there it is to download. B dot 
Blue. Art in a Brain. You ask for free? 
Come on, it’s The End. Who cares 
about money at The End? Don’t be a 
scrooge, a tightwad, a miser, a 
skinflint, a cheapskate, a churl, a tight 
ass. Open your purse, your PayPal, 
your Visa, your MasterCard for the last 
time. Yes, Diners Club also and 
AmexCo Prepaid for the ones in the 
underdeveloped countries work too. 


You are keen to read my story, I know. 
Sure, you may and the best is that this 
reading comes for free. Let me start by 
telling you why I head to Earth to 
correct history. The best way is to copy 
what this blasphemy ignorant B dot 
Blue did. Then you will understand 
why I had to correct history. Nothing 
of Earth shall stay when the Vogon 
Constructor fleet 1s on Mission. The 
Spice Melange must flow. Nothing on 
Earth is supposed to survive at The 
End. Not even on Mars. 


That’s the very last chapter of B dot 
Blue. Art in a Brain. The chapter title 
is Everything Goes to Cubes. 


Everything Goes to Cubes 


Time has come for the great burning. I 
don’t know if it is tradition or the law. 
I think the Vogon bureaucracy must 
show its superior function when it 
comes to the Hypergrid route. I believe 


it was aired on all stations, seen on TV 
screens, but we can’t be sure on this. 
Sure, we can be sure it was noticed in 
Islington, in the pub there. It must have 
been summer time. The guide says, 
“The night in Islington was sweet and 
fragrant.” I speak of the moment where 
Arthur and Ford Prefect have been 
saved on one of the spaceships of the 
Vogon Constructor fleet. You know, 
he had a towel with him. Let us refresh 
moments of history by quoting The 
Hitchhiker s Guide to the Universe. 


“He knew where his towel was.” 
A sudden silence hit the Earth. If 


anything it was worse than the noise. 
For a while nothing happened. 


Then there was a slight whisper, a 
sudden spacious whisper of open 
ambient sound. Every hi fi set in the 
world, every radio, every television, 
every cassette recorder, every woofer, 
every tweeter, every mid-range driver 
in the world quietly turned itself on. 


Every tin can, every dust bin, every 
window, every car, every wine glass, 
every sheet of rusty metal became 
activated as an acoustically perfect 
sounding board. 


Before the Earth passed away it was 
going to be treated to the very ultimate 
in sound reproduction, the greatest 
public address system ever built. But 
there was no concert, no music, no 


The great ships hung motionless in the air, over every 
nation on Earth. Motionless they hung; huge, heavy, 
steady in the sky: a blasphemy against Nature. 


The great ships hung motionless in the 
air, over every nation on _ Earth. 
Motionless they hung; huge, heavy, 
steady in the sky, a blasphemy against 
Nature. Many people went straight into 
shock as their minds tried to 
encompass what they were looking at. 
The ships hung in the sky in much the 
same way that bricks don't. 


And still nothing happened. 


fanfare, just a simple message. 


"People of Earth, your attention 
please," a voice said, and it was 
wonderful. Wonderful perfect 
quadrophonic sound with distortion 
levels so low as to make a brave man 
weep. 


"This is Prostetnic Vogon Jeltz of the 
Galactic Hyperspace Planning 


ih 


~e. 


Council," the voice continued. "As you 
will no doubt be aware, the plans for 
development of the outlying regions of 
the Galaxy require the building of a 
hyperspatial express route through 
your star system, and regrettably your 
planet is one of those scheduled for 
demolition. The process will take 
slightly less that two of your Earth 
minutes. Thank you." 


You see it, printed in black and white. 
I had two minutes. To be on the safe 
side, I had 90 seconds. This makes a 
picture. One minute to box the art and 
30 seconds to Mars. That’s much time, 
you say? Usually yes when I am on 
high speed, but don’t ask a woman to 
shorten her makeup. I am heading to 
Mars! I need Einstein. Ever heard of 
this guy? Don’t worry, he is only 
known on Earth and only because he 
set up the “Spooky Theory.” Einstein 
was German speaking, a language I 
learned when studying Kunst, which 
stands as you know by now for Art, so 
Einstein spoke of  "spukhafte 
Fernwirkung" which translates to 
"spooky action at a distance.” This I 
need now and I need put it all in a bag 
or in a rucksack. Hey, how shall I 
transport the art? This made me think 
of Einstein. His brain was conserved 
the wrong way. It was put in a canister. 
Yes, in a canister filled with liquid by 
the University of ... I don’t mind, why 
shall I blame one of the leading 
American Universities for doing it? 


You think I will place all the fine art in 
a stinky liquid, in a canister. By Holly 
Moon, no! I slice them to boxes. Don’t 
vomit, that is the Einstein way and 
there is proof that this way works. I 
will give you proof. The method is 
published in a book called The Gods of 
Informatics and here it comes... 


This made me think of Einste 
the wrong way. It was pu 


cannister filled with liqui 


Driving Mr. Blue 


I am sitting in a car to attend, and I am 
quite sure of this, one of the last 
Biennale for Immersive Interactive Art 
— “Immersivia,” as I call it. I have 
reached quite an age. That’s why I am 
quite sure this might be one of the last 
big art shows I will visit where I will 
be on focus - but luckily I am not 
alone. You say the bunny is steering 
the car? Let me keep this question 
open. But what I will not keep open is 
that on the backseat I carry Mr. Blue, 
securely fastened and packed well. 
Even in case the car crashes, Mr. Blue 
might be safe. He 1s in a RAIDS server 
in a frozen prim state, which means in 
human terms “now sleeping.” I will 
bring him back to life. That’s my 
mission: “I bring brains to the depth. 
Forever.” Now you know what my 


answer to Peter Seibt was when he 
asked me for my great story. I 
conserve life forms in the state they 
once have been so future generations 
can learn about the beginning of digital 
life. About life “in general,” it will be 
said in the future, but we are now in 
the present. 


in. His brain was conserved 
tin acannister. Yes, ina 


d by the University of..... 


It is a great feeling that after so many 
years I carry the all-time genius on my 
backseat. Not in the ways the brain of 
Albert Einstein was once carried along 
a trip Michael Paterniti did with the 
84-year-old Dr. Thomas Harvey, as he 
was helping to deliver the brain to 
Einstein’s granddaughter, Evelyn, in 
California. Not in the ways the car 
driver Paterniti tells us in Driving Mr. 
Albert (2000) you say? 


First, I have to say I did not steal his 
brain as Dr. Harvey did_ with 
Einstein’s. Nevertheless, I have to 
admit for a Non-Believer, for one not 
believing in the sacred wisdom of the 
frozen prim theories, it might look like 
I worked in quite similar ways. Albert 
Einstein’s brain was cut by Dr. 
Harvey, the pathologist in Princeton 


who had Einstein’s brain in the year 
1955 in hand, in 170 - other sources 
say 240 - small cubes. Art Blue’s brain 
is cut in strings of bits and bytes of a 
length of 256. But, and now a big but: 
256, is a holy number. It is 2 to the 
power of 8, the size of a basic sim, the 
simulation world of the elders. This 
way I will resurrect him once more for 
the glory of the arts. I need a virtual 
machine for it, but I am sure that’s cold 
coffee to tell you. 


Oracle VM, you ask? 
Correct. I see you are up to date! 


So that is the story, quite advanced for 
Earth. A virtual machine where the art 
is boxed inside. This takes less than a 
minute, much less. Enough time left 
for my makeup. 


THIS PAGE IS LEFT BLANK 
To Make Your Notes for the End 


You wondered on a blank page? How 
shall I make it realistic if you hurry 
from page to page from line to line? I 
worked for over one minute hard, very 
hard, and you think you just can read 
in a hurry on how I did it - not even 
taking your chewing gum out? No way 
- - time to hold on in the river of life. 
Time to contemplate. 


Time for the legendary quote where 


even a time traveller get stinky fingers 
he wants to wash in and settle his life: 


“T want to settle my life for a steady 
flow in a clear river running down 
from the Crater Lake in Oregon.” No 
longer I care if I have bit coins, no 
longer the world will be on a thread, no 
longer I am scared on words in The 
Sand Bible, that I have to open the 
Gate of Nor, that I have, “... to trick 
the Artificial Intelligence Systems that 
keep the secrets and hold them tight so 
our world runs stable like a steady flow 
of bit coins in a clear river running 
down from the Crater Lake in 
Oregon.” 


It 1s the moment where the lives on 
Earth get boxed. All lives the owl has 
brought in to live as humans in the 
machine world, the fine made pieces of 
art, unfolding stories that have never 
been told before. Many pictures came 
up in my mind. The episode on Star 
Trek called Ship in a Bottle, also an art 
work created on Earth, just not being 
placed in a Pavilion of the first Digital 
Biennale. Ship in a Bottle will be 
missed. It was part of the Moonrezzer 
project. You say that I have a full 
minute and the moon to rez might not 
take more than a 100,000 cycles. I 
agree, if I say that this is my mission, 
my extended mission. I hear you 
saying, “Then let it be and take the 
Moon!” There is Jami Mills sitting in 
the bottle, the chief editor of rez 


Magazine, so the stories can go on and 
run on its own on the Moon. 


The planet Mars has moons, right? So 
why not add one more? You got a 
point. I would not be needed to code 
stories into the machine for this thing, 
called the Earth Moon. I have decided 
for a fine number of boxes. They will 
be enough to create 216 worlds, a 
number I found at the original concept 
for #Neighbourhood at the Santorini 
Biennale. A cubic structure of 6 to 6 to 
6 results in 216 cells all neighbours. 
For each cell I give a link limit of 
4,096 prims. This shall be good 
enough. As the first prim based worlds 
have been created they had a link limit 
of 256 prims. You see I am quite 
generous. The total amount of prims 
gives me a bit of a headache. Shall I 
say “unlimited?” This could result in a 
massive prim attack a DOP, a Denial 
of Prims. For an artist who works with 
particles and swaps to prim use it 
would be quite unfair to limit the prim 
count. What to do? I don’t want to 
restrict the human creativity. “Ah.” An 
insight hit me. They have biological 
eyes, they can’t zoom in. I set the 
minimum size of particles to 0,0001 
cm. That’s beyond the resolution of the 
human eye. By this trick I can allow an 
unlimited amount of prims on a land. 


I finish my makeup. “Up we go,” I 
channel to the Dentrassis on board the 
Vogon cruiser and get a “bzzzt’ like 


sound that we know from Rory 
Torrance in Zhe Space Between the 
World. The Dentrassis nods with his 
furry tail when materializing on deck 
mumbling that soon I have to leave, 
30 seconds to Mars.” I nod and let the 
last song on Earth materialize in 
particles of cubic waves’ with 
psychedelic debris I name Jared Leto. 


I wear the gown with the medal my 
brother made, the one they hailed to 
me as I landed on Green. I hold my 
Vogon pilot certificate in hand. I carry 
the last book printed on Earth. It has 
reached the 50,000 word count and got 


the stamp: Winner of the National 
Novel Writing Month. 


I carry the box which I coloured in 
blue when I walk straight onto the 
bridge meeting Prostetnic Vogon Jeltz 
requesting a shuttle for me and the box. 
I point at it, “The Brain of Art. Joy to 
you.” 


Bzzzt. 


My towel freshly washed. 


Gramma Gertie served tea in Irish porcelain, 

The late afternoon sun kissed the white lace sheers— 

Painted rosebuds touched our noses over the scent of Earl Grey, 
And just a touch of whisky for her. 

But our corner of heaven will be throwing beer cans at the Puritans. 
J.J. Niland and his brother made fine Irish glass. 

Not crystal, but solid and sparkling. 

Sold at Tiffany’s, luxury for the masses. 

Far from County Roscommon. 

I imagine he pours my wine— 

Sparkling on mahogany tables and silver trays, 

The tapestries hung heavy on the parlor walls. 

Here, daughter of Ireland— 

Drink, and know from where you came. 

But our corner of heaven will be throwing beer cans at the Puritans. 
Father Jimmy shoots whiskey and dances like an Egyptian on the table. 
And when the band breaks, he takes my confession— 

God, the Father of mercies, 

Through the death and resurrection of his Son has reconciled the world to himself 
Sent the Holy Spirit among us for the forgiveness of sins 

Through the ministry of the Church may God give you pardon and peace. 
Now don t get caught tossing beer cans, my child. 

Oh, the extended threads of you all— 

We make words, films, music and tea. 

We drink wine and whisky. 

We have compared fingers and toes— 

Separated for years, discovering they are the same. 

James Niland, in your factory— 

Taking your family across the sea, 

Blowing glass, making your art, 

White-hot glowing bulbs paved the way for ours. 

We are all made of stars and Glenlevit and dreams. 

Our corner of heaven will be throwing beer cans at the Puritans. 
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